gether crammed them into the bag* "I            the

Lord sometimes you         Horace ain't any blood of

mine5 the way you all go on. But If you9d drink it, 1
don?t Itnow who's to get sassafras for you: I ain't able
to, and you wouldn't know It from dog fennel or mul-
lein, yourself."

"I'm ail right,5* Narcissa protested*

"Go ahead," Aunt Sally repeated9 "get flat on your
back., with me and that trifling Higger to take care of
you. She ain't wiped off a picture frame In six months,
to my certain knowledge. And Pve done everything but
beg and pray." She rose and said good night and hob-
bled from the room* Narcissa sat and turned the pages
on, hearing the other mount the stairs with measured^
laborious tappings of her stlck^ and for a while longer
she sat and turned the pages of her book.

But presently she filing; the book away and went to
the piano againf but Aunt Sally thumped on the floor
overhead with her sticks and she desisted and returned
to her book. So it was with actual pleasure that she
greeted Dr. Aiford a moment later.

"1 was passing and heard your piano/5 he explained.
"You haven't stopped?"

She explained that Aunt Sally had gone to beds and
he sat formally and talked to her in his stiff, pedantic
way on cold and erudite subjects for two hours,, Then
he departed and she stood in the door and watched
him down the drive. The moon stood overhead; along
the drive the cedars In a rigid curve were pointed
against the pale5 faintly spangled sky.

She returned to the living-room and got her book
and turned out the lights and mounted the stairs.
Across the hall Aunt Sally snored with genteel
placidity, and Narcissa stood for a moment^ listening to
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